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The Battle of Los Angeles 


Angry black clouds rolled across the sky while bolts of lightening stabbed the ground like Thor's own curses. 
Thunder echoed off the buildings, the gods beseeching the world below them. 


Night had already fallen, adding to the ambiance of a world that felt as though it was on the verge of falling 
apart. The humid day had become an equally sticky night, the rain that was threatening to fall doing little to 


ease the discomfort. 


He sat in the uppermost branches, the tree's canopy shielding him from the worst of the rain. Occasionally a 
raindrop would find its way between the leaves and fall into his hair or down the collar of his black shirt. 


The tree stood on a quiet street just a few feet north of Hollywood Boulevard. From his vantage point, Dave 
could just about see the lights and hear the voices of the tourists and hawkers. All manner of people walked 
those hallowed celluloid grounds, from celebrities and visitors to tour guides and chancers. He'd seen them all 


and heard every unimaginable tale. 


Climbing down from the tree, Dave folded his large black wings over his head in an effort to shield himself 
from the rain. He walked to a nearby apartment building and found the ground floor window of the block's only 


vacant property. No one ever enquired about the apartment and no one knew why. Stepping through the 
window, Dave shook the droplets of water from his feathers and stretched out on the couch. With the window 
cracked out, he could still hear the patter of the heavy rainfall. It was a sound that settled him and made him 
feel human rather than the celestial being that he was. 


Los Angeles was aptly named for it really was the city of angels. Each street had its own guardian angel, a 
being who had been there since the road had been laid and the first buildings had gone up. They would remain 
until the street was no more. Millions of other unseen being looked after humans, work places, animals and 


transport. Many more were on standby, ready to be called in to action at a moment's notice. 


Only a select few people could see Dave - the young, the elderly, and those deemed crazy by society. Despite 
that, Dave maintained a human appearance. He was tall and slim with just a hint of a belly. Long, dark hair hung 
around his shoulders and dark, endless eyes watched the world. He routinely dressed in black and a neatly 
trimmed beard swept along his jaw and chin. While he desperately cultivated the bad boy image, Dave had a 
heart of solid gold. 


But even angels needed to rest and, curling up on the battered couch. Moments later and his soft snores filled 
the apartment. 


Sunset was his stomping ground and, with the appearance that mirrored many a rock star, it truly was the 
place for him to call his kingdom. True, the single road was the only one that Satan had offered him, but it 


was all his and no one was going to take it from him. Not even God. 


Standing in the shadows, Taylor watched as a thousand Tourists and wannabe musicians took in the sights. The 


Whisky. The Rainbow. The Roxy. All once icons of music and all now becoming mere memories. 


The rain continued to pour and Taylor growled as he sank deeper into the darkness. He knew that only a few 
could see him but it didn't stop him from hiding and spying. With his yellowed teeth and horns that curled 
from his forehead, Taylor wasn't the average Hollywood weirdo. his brand of strangeness ran far deeper, 


handed down from the Devil himself. 


Taylor dressed like a surfer, the baggy shorts and torn up shirts easier to navigate around his long tail and 
blackened, leathery wings. Long blonde hair swept over his shoulders and a scruff of stubble made his face 
look softer than it was. He hated that Dumbass Dave, the Doe Eyed Angel of North Sycamore Avenue looked 
exactly the same. He hated that they ran into one another on a daily basis. But sadly that was the nature of 


their work. 


He watched a younger demon follow in the wake of a pretty blonde girl. The creature had obviously attached 
himself to her many moons before as the way she walked and snapped into her cell phone gave the impression 


of someone under long term possession. 


Good Good Let the hate flow through you. 


Despite the rain, Taylor stepped out on to the pavement. He loathed wet, thundery nights as the damp played 
havoc with his hair. His mind wandered to Dumb Dave and his obvious love of the rain. Taylor would lay money 


on the angel being sat up in a tree, soaking it up figuratively and literally. 
He and Dave had been placed in the city at the same time. The music scene had been going crazy and God and 
Satan had seen a new war that needed foot soldiers. Soldiers like himself and the dark haired dumbass. And so 


the Battle of Los Angeles had raged ever since with souls being dispatched between Heaven and Hell on a daily 


basis. 


While Dave was painfully sweet, Taylor was dark and cruel, a demon in an angelic looking body. Arching his 


wings over his head, he began to walk back along Sunset. He had people to see. 


Dave was woken by the sound of the window rattling. The black cat that was dozing by his hip hissed. Pumpkin 
had come into Dave's life early one morning, following him up the street before diving through the open 
window. The fat, fluffy creature had never left, enjoying the love and attention his angelic protector lavished on 
him. Pumpkin was a good judge of character and, by the sounds he was making, something malevolent had 
entered. Dave still smiled as he stood. 

"Hello Taylor.” 

The other creature just grunted. 

"What can | do for you?" Dave gently asked. 

The cat purred and pressed himself to the back of Dave's legs. Bending down, he picked Pumpkin up and cradled 
him close. The demon stayed quiet and Dave stepped away from the couch and into the kitchen area. Placing 
the cat on the work surface, he turned on the light. Behind him, Taylor hissed. 

"Coffee?" he asked. 

"When did you become so.. human?" Taylor's voice was as bitter as the black grounds Dave kept in the fridge. 
Dave smiled sweetly."Does it matter? Coffee?" 

"Sure. Whatever." 

Loading the machine, Dave started it and leaned against the counter. His wings stretched and he idly reached 


behind himself to scratch his lower back. He could feel Taylor's eyes on his back and his sensitive hearing 
picked up the sound of the demon standing. 


"How many souls did you save today, Dave?" 

He turned from the coffee pot and gave Taylor a blank look “Five. You?" 

Taylor sneered and Dave found himself recoiling. His wings rustled as they dropped. 

"Just five?" Taylor asked. "That's all. Damn, God must be riding your tail” 

Dave fetched two mugs from the cupboard, his hands shaking. "I met my quota. That's all that mattered” 
Strong, long hands landed at his hips and pulled him away from the counter. Dave gasped as he was pulled 
against the blonde haired being pulled him against his chest. He could feel Taylor's warm breath tickling over 
his cheek and lifting his hair. 

"Forget the coffee," Taylor purred. "That's not what | came here for. 


Dave felt his voice catch in his throat. "W-What did you come for?" 


The demons long, skinny arms tightened around him, crushing Dave's wings against the Taylor's lithe, yet 
strong, body. He stood still, his breath coming in heavy pants. 


"| came for you. | came to.. come." 


Dave squirmed at that but, like a Chinese finger trap, Taylor only held him tighter. "Don't fight it, Dave. You 


know you want this.” 
"| can't-" 


"Why not?" Taylor softly demanded. "Your God is one of love. He doesn't care who you sleep with. Or is it 


because you believe you can't because of who you are? Give in to it, Dave. Give into the pleasure. Enjoy it” 
Dave allowed himself to be turned His wings stretched out as they were freed and he stared into Taylor's 
hazel eyes. They were strange, the pupils oval rather than round. Taylor smiled and even that looked odd, his 
face not completely relaxed and an ominous feeling hanging over them. 


"Done this before?" Taylor asked. 


Dave swallowed around the lump in his throat and shook his head. Taylor's smile widened, showing off his yellow 


teeth. 


"You'll love it. Trust me, you'll be singing a song that will make every other angel envious." 


A strong hand slipped beneath his hair and wrapped around the back of his neck Dave allowed himself to be 
guided through the apartment and to the bedroom. The room was his pride and joy, his favourite place away 
from the street. The large king sized bed was covered in soft, white linens and candles dotted the old furniture. 
He had little need for possessions, his clothes being all that he felt the need to own. But the bedroom was 
where he found happiness and sanctuary away from the ills of the world. 


"Turn around, Dave. Let me see you." 


He did as he was asked and looked at the demon. Taylor's leathery wings were folded behind him and, for once, 


his face appeared calm and caring. Dave gave him a little smile. 

"So?" he asked. 

"Gonna take your clothes off for me. | want to see what you've kept hidden under those baggy tshirts." 
Dave was beginning to relax and he peeled the shirt from his torso. Folding it, he dropped it on to a white 
wicker chair and returned his attention to Taylor. The demon's eyes racked over him and he let out a low 
whistle. 

"| knew there was a reason | liked angels." 


"There's been others?" Dave asked. 


"Please. I've had most of LA. But you." Taylor stepped closer and ran a hand down Dave's chest. "I've been 


watching you for a long time." 
Dave closed his eyes as the gentle touches continued, Taylor's sharp nails lightly grazing over his skin. 
"Really? Why?" he asked. 


"Because you're beautiful. You're not like the others. You look almost human with your long hair and tattoos. 


They're real, right?" 

Dave nodded. "| wanted to see what physical, rather than just emotional and spiritual, pain felt like.” 
"And you liked it?" 

Opening an eye, Dave smiled at the blonde being. "Loved it" 


Taylor's hazel eyes were heavy as they looked at him. They moved and focused on the design etched into 


Dave's chest. "I can tell." 


The being's fingers moved to trace over the black tribal design. Dave shivered and moaned, his jeans beginning 


to tighten He'd never been with another, let alone a demon. He'd never experienced the joy and euphoria of 
sexual intimacy. Other than what he'd seen in passing during his time on Earth, he had little idea of what to 
expect. He knew that, once upon a time, other angels had come to Earth and produced children with human 
women, Some of those offspring had become like Taylor, dark beings trapped in an eternal cycle of death and 


violence while others had returned to the heavenly realms. 
"Take your pants off," Taylor instructed. 


Again, Dave did as he was asked and slid the once jet-black jeans down his thick, strong legs, his hard dick 
bouncing free. Again, Taylor whistled and stepped up to Dave. He reached out and stroked his hands through 
Dave's hair, pulling it away from his face and holding it in the nap of his neck. Dave gasped when warm lips 
touched his own. He'd expected Taylor to taste of sulphur. Instead, the demon tasted of fruit and smelled of 
flowers, a ruse to get the unwitting beneath his spell. 


Dave gave into the kiss and allowed himself to be walked to the bed. Taylor's lips were soft, the kiss gentle and 
slow. Taylor pulled away when Dave's legs bumped into the bed. The demon turned him and carefully bent him 

over the bed, placing Dave's hands flat against the mattress. Dave allowed him to do as he pleased, completely 
submissive beneath Taylor's hands. He was ready to experience whatever Taylor wanted to do to him. Ready to 


discover what made their human population spend so many hours wrapped up in bed. 


"I love fucking you guys," Taylor purred. "cause there's one thing about male angels that makes it so much 


easier." 


Dave gasped as Taylor slid a finger into him. The digit moved easily and with no pain. All that Dave felt was a 


wave of beautiful pleasure. 


"You get wet when you're turned on," Taylor continued. "No need for me to add anything. Which is proof 


enough to me that you were created to be with one another. Or with me." 

Dave felt himself become limp as Taylor moved the finger in and out of him. He melted in to the bed, his ass 
presented to the demon behind him. His wings spread and arched up behind him, stretching his body along the 
bed. 

"Does that feel good?" Taylor asked. 

"Y-Yeah." 

"Good. I'm going to make you feel amazing." 

Another finger was added and Dave let out a low moan. The fingers moved, plunging into him before pulling out 


as they spread his wetness and stretched his virgin entrance. He squirmed against the bed, his chest pressed 
flat against the mattress. 


Dave could see their reflection in the mirror that sat on the dresser. The demon's cock was long and thick 
with beading dotted along the curved organ. A thick droplet of pre-come oozed from the bulbous head and slid 
along Taylor's hard flesh as his thin, barbed tail flicked back and forth. Dave moaned softly and moved a hand 


to his hard, albeit fairly normal, erection 


Taylor chuckled and pulled his fingers out. "Don't worry. You all get scared when you first see it. But itll have 
you singing soon enough.’ A warm kiss was pressed to the small of Dave's back. "Ready?" 


Taking a deep breath, Dave nodded. "Yeah, l'm ready." 

He winced as the demon slowly slid himself in. Where Dave had expected pain, instead there was a warm feeling 
of pleasure. Taylor stretched and filled him, the demon hissing as he did. Dave's hands balled into the sheets 
and he closed his eyes, savouring the sensation. It was odd yet not unpleasant. Dave had once thought that 


he'd be struck down by the wrath of God. Instead he found himself relaxing and giving himself over to Taylor. 


Taylor's pace was slow and heavenly, making Dave's head swim and his chest rumble. The demons spindly 
fingers wrapped around his hips to hold him still. 


"You feel so good, Dave. So warm and tight. | can't believe no one's had your ass before." 

Opening his eyes, Dave lazily smiled as he once more looked at their reflection The blonde being stood behind 
him, his back arched as he thrust in to Dave. His lips were peeled back and his sun-kissed hair had settled 
around his shoulders. 

"Didn't want to break my promise," Dave softly replied. 

"The one you made to God? You're not gonna fall for getting laid, Dave. God created this so you may as well 
enjoy it while you're here on Earth." Taylor chuckled and Dave howled with pleasure as the demon pushed 


himself in deeper. “Can't believe I'm talkin’ about your guy." 


The beading on Taylor's cock teased him, making Dave tremble and moan. He could feel something building in his 


groin, something that made his head swirl. The bed creaked and the bedsprings squeaked beneath them. 
"Ever come before?" Taylor hissed. 


Dave shook his head and once more opened his eyes. Behind him, the demon continued to move, his hips 


thrusting violently. 
"Do it. Touch yourself, Dave. Wrap your hand around your cock and make yourself feel good. 
Resting on his elbows, Dave slid a hand between his legs and did as Taylor asked. Excitement tingled over his 


hard flesh and went straight to his groin, the knot of pleasure forever growing. Warm, wet liquid trickled down 
his cock, making his erection silky smooth. Every second that he stroked himself was divine, a gift from the 


very God he worked for. Each stroke that Taylor gave him sounded like a song written only for them as the 
demon's hips and balls snapped against Dave's ass. 


Suddenly his wings snapped upward with a rush of air and, with one final cry, Dave exploded. Strings of hot 
semen shot across the sheets and Dave melted to the bed as he rode out the waves of his orgasm. He didn't 
care what Taylor did next. Didn't care that the demon appeared to be moving faster and harder. All he cared 
about was the haze that he was floating away on, the warmth enveloping him as the wings settled around 


himself and Taylor. 
Dave heard Taylor hiss. He felt the other being push harder. Felt the demon's cock grow larger. Those 
sharpened fingers dug into Dave's hips and he let out a soft moan. A moment later and Taylor came, his dick 


pushed deep inside of Dave. Yet it didn't end there as Taylor continued to move, his cock stretching Dave and 
making him hiss and writhe. A hand to the small of his back attempted to calm him. 


"s okay," Taylor panted. "Just calm. Be calm. This is natural." 

With Taylor's hand still in his back, Dave lay still. He watched them in the mirror, the way Taylor tenderly 
stroked his back making him smile softly. Dave had never thought he would experience such a thing. He'd 
believed he was destined to walk the Earth alone, never allowed to interact on a physical level. Taylor was of a 
subset of beings he was most certainly not supposed to be with yet it was he who had given Dave the most. 
Finally, the blonde demon began to pull back, his hand still firmly against Dave's spine. Dave gave a soft cry as 
Taylor pulled free, his cock still expanded around the girth. Sinking to the bed, he folded the wings and looked 
over his shoulder. 


"What happened there?" 


Taylor shrugged as he pulled his shorts back up. "Happens all the time. Not quite sure what it is. Something to 
do with holding the come in, | think" 


Dave gave him a soft smile and nodded to the door. "You goin’ back out there?" 

‘I've gotta, People to see, souls to corrupt.” He paused and thought. "I'll come back later, if you like.” 
Dave's smile changed to a grin "I'd like that. Really, | would” 

"Good, I'll be back later." 


On hearing the door click shut, Dave closed his eyes and drifted off back into the beautiful head space he'd 


come from. The battle of Los Angeles could be won. But it may be through love rather than an all out war. 


